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Knowledge 


Must Be 


Put To Work, Cr Else-- 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Sister — Vocations, that is still going to be the 
topic of this letter. It seems as though I cannot leave it 
alone. It haunts me, especially now, during this holy season 
of Lent, that brings back so poignantly, so vividly, the price 
paid by Christ for the redemption of our souls. 


Why so many lost vocations. . 
the grave question that won’t let me be. 


? That is the big, 


We discussed, 


you and I, some of the reasons for this. I spoke of the be- 
wilderment of youth before the ideal of religious life and 


the actuality that they see. 
I spoke too of the tragic role 
parents play in the increase 
of lost vocations... and tried 
to give some remedies. 

Your Candid Opinion 

But before me is yet an- 
other reason for this tragic 
state of affairs and it is a 
weighty and deep reason. I 
wish you to consider it fully, 
and give me your candid and 
true opinion. 

I mean the teaching of 
religion, philosophy, and 
even theology, as is some- 
times taught to a few in a 
few institutions of higher 
learning. True it is taught 
to lay folks. But isn’t every 
young Catholic man a po- 
tential priest? Isn’t every 
Catholic girl a _ potential 
nun? And then again, if 
neither has the call, should- 
n’t religion be taught so that 
lay folks can really live it, 
integrate it into the fabric of 
their world... make its light 
shine as if from a mountain 
top? Unless all do this they 
will be guilty of rendering 
lip service to Christ only. 

And isn’t this just the crux 
of our whole trouble? It is 
rather tragically evident, as 
I wrote to you before, that 
our Catholic school and col- 
lege graduates are NOT 
SETTING THE WORLD ON 
FIRE FOR GOD. 

Could it not conceivably 
be, because they themselves 
have not been set on fire? 
Oh, youth often loves knowl- 
edge for knowledge’s sake. I 
am not denying that. Often 
have I seen young people in 
the many cafeterials of their 
alma maters discussing heat- 
edly weighty and interesting 
points of their holy faith... 
But discussing does not 
mean... living them. 


Something Is Dead! 


There is something emas- 
culated, something dead a- 
bout the way religion is 
taught these days .. . Bur- 
dened down by an immense 
curriculum, the harrassed 
teachers of our, Catholic 
schools seem to give religion 
a secondary place. And even 
if that is not done... the 
whole period is some how 
taught as if suspended on 
air... unrelated to daily life 


... to the problems so many| 


and so terrible that our 
modern youth faces even 
during their school days... 
not preparing them either 


for the days to come. Days}. 


to be lived in the shadows of 
a destructive war... Sombre 
days of pain and parting... 
Insecurity and fears. 





Is it to be wondered at, 
then, that young married 
couples convince themselves 
easily enough that birth con- 
trol is not quite sinful? Or 
that rhythm, which the 
church reserves for except- 
ional cases, and the use of 
which she hopes will be em- 
braced only after serious 
considerations and with the 
full approbation of one’s 
confessor or spiritual direct- 
or, is used by them easily 
and without even the faint- 
est doubts? 

Is it to be wondered at 
either, that business prac- 
tices in our days leave so 
much to be desired, and that 
even our Catholics often sell 
their heritage for a mess of 
poor pottage, known as the 
almighty dollar? Nor should 
anyone be astonished at the 
strange goings-on of Catholic 
politicians, who swim easily 
with the stream of the 
world’s worst. And why is 


the fight of the minorities,|, 
and that of interracial jus-. 


tice, so hard? That is simple. 

Catholics are often “against 

it”... and the first to oppose 

the implementation of the 

sublime doctrines of the 

mystical body of Christ. 
About Ethics, Etc. 

Oh, they were “taught” all 
about purity. Chastity, in 
wedlock and out of it, was 
explained to them thorough- 
ly. Malpractice in business 
was part of the “ethics” class 
allright. And anyone could 
have told you that taking 
bribes, or “selling out,” in 
politics, was wrong. They 
were given the encyclicals on 
the Mystical Body, and on 
labor to read; and these 
were discussed in class. Cath- 
echism’ was given to them 
from the very first grade to 
the last .. . and later repeat- 
ed under the name of Apolo- 
getics. And maybe, even later 
on, it was connected with 
theology for the layman. All 
this they got in school... 
but it left no traces... or 
few ... Lecause they are not 
living it today. Why did it 
not leave any traces? 

Because it was given aca- 
demically . . . without in- 
tegration ... without that 
fire that burns deep into the 
hearts of youth. It was given, 
as it were, apart from their 
life, and as a part of all the 
other school subjects. It was 
just one more thing to learn 
... NOT THE MAIN THING 
. . TRULY THE ONLY 
THING TO KNOW. 

Words fail me here... . I 
am' not a teacher... all I 
know is that I deal with the 


pupils who were taught... 
and daily I see the amaze- 
ment.that is so clearly writ- 
ten on their faces when they 
find they have to live up to 
what they were taught... 
now ... today. 

I know I spoke to you a- 
bout all this before ... but 
I am not afraid of repeating 
myself... for it is there that 
the beginning lies of that 
immense tragedy that is A 
LOST VOCATION. It got 
lost somewhere in that no- 
man’s land between’ the 
knowledge of truth acquired 
by the young mind... and 
the lack of knowledge that 
these lessons must be put to 
work. 











Who Calls? 


Lorraine Fecteau 








You speak my name. 

And eager to respond, I part 
my lips, 

Yet no word falls. 

For who’s to hear? 

Who calls? 


You touch my hand. 

And heart with wondering 
beat. 

I raise my eyes, 

No smile to greet. 

For who’s to smile? 

Who loves? 


Who is He? 

When quiet dark and shad- 
ows drift, 

When peace falls as a silent 
prayer, 

Who is He Who speaks to me, 

Whose mystic voice from 
ancient years, 

Through ages long and tur- 

bulent, 

Calls from distant peaks to 

me? 


Who is He? 

When hatred and confusion 

burst, 

And lash Him, blind with 
ignorance, 

Who is He finds rest in me? 

Whose mystic voice calls 
from within 

My soul, and asks that safely 

I. bear the loving Guest in 
me? 

Your Arms outstretched 

I run to Thee 

My joyous answer falls. 

For it is you, My Lord, My 
Love, 





Who calls. 


Fabiola In Pagan Film 
With Moron Gladiator 


By Eddie Doherty 


In a French-language 


newspaper in Ottawa a few 


weeks ago I saw an ad for the forthcomjng film “Fabiola.” 
I was not at all surprised to see said ad illustrated by a 


un-Christian embrace. 


young, scantily-dressed couple in a most |!passionate and 


Fabiola, a novel written nearly a céntury ago by 
Cardinal Wiseman, has been one of the great Catholic 


From it they learned as 
much devotion to God and 
the saints as they ever learn- 
ed from the catechism. The 
book was really a school for 
saints, especially for martyrs. 
It sketched the lives of such 
tremendous friends of God 
as Agnes, Sebastian, and 
Pancratius. It was impressive 
in its simplicity, in its beauty 
of thought, in its love of the 
Catholic Faith. 

Grace To Die 

It is the story of the 
Church in the catacombs, 
the deeds and thoughts of 
men and women who died 
for Christ, who yearned to 
die for Him, who lived so 
that they might be given the 
grace to die for Him. 

A year or so ago PB J. 
Kenedy & Sons, the publish- 
ers in Barclay st., New York, 
asked me to rewrite this 
book, modernize it, shorten 
it, streamline it, do every- 
thing except tamper with the 
beauty and the splendor of 
its story. : 

They sent me, 
book, some pictures, 


with the 
and 


1}some thousands of words of 


a summary, published to ad- 
vertise an Italian film “made 
from the cardinal’s story.” 
That was the time I was 
surprised. 

That was the time I was 
disgusted and angered. 

That was the time I was 
provoked almost to murder. 
' The Italian film company 
had made a baudy film out 
of that lovely devotional 
book. 

It had left out all the glory 
of the saints. It had left out 
all the stirring Catholic in- 
cidents. It had left out every- 
thing holy and dramatic. 
And it had made the hero 
of the piece a gladiator! 4 
I give you my word. A 
gladiator! 

A Gentle Gladiator 
He comes out of France, 
this glamor boy, with a yen 
to be Rome’s best gladiator. 
Imagine that! He is, natur- 
ally, under all circumstances 
attending this idea, an un- 
couth barbarian. Nobody, in 
those days incidentally, 
wanted to be a gladiator. The 
slaves were forced to fight as 
such in the ‘arena for the 
delight of the pagan Rom- 
ans. But this boy was am- 
bitious to show his skill ‘at 
killing. He couldn’t be happy 
without jabbing his sword 
through someone. 

The Italian author evi- 
dently had the idea that to 
be a gladiator in those days 
was akin to being a full 





fighter in the present day in 





classics. Generations of young men and women, now grown 
old and bent, were brought up on this book. 


Spain, a baseball player in 
modern America, or a polo 
player in modern India or 
Egypt — maybe even like 
being an all-star American 
end in the Rose Bowl at 
Pasadena. 

At any rate this barbarian 
isn’t a ‘barbarian at all, it 
develops. Not at all, at all! 
He is a very handsome young 
man, intelligent, urbane, 
gentle, and rich. And when 
he strips off his clothes — oh 
my! 

Naturally he falls in love 
with Fabiola, the richest and 
proudest young woman in all 
Rome. And, naturally again, 
Fabiola falls in love with 
him. 

Love and Gore 

So most of the film is con- 
cerned with our hero, almost 
nude, fighting other barbar- 
ians on the sands of the 
arena, and winning every 
match, while the luscious 
Fabiola watches him from 
the bleacher seats — show- 
ing more and more love with 
every gush of blood he pro- 
duces in his foe. 

That is, in essence, the 
Italian version of Fabiola. I 
don’t know what the French 
version is like. But judging 
from the picture of the 
young lovers clasped in each 
other’s arms — and from 
what I know of moving pic- 
tures (I spent some years in 
Hollywood during my news- 
paper days, and I have writ- 
ten for the films), I will bet 
any of my old hats that there 
- nothing very Catholic in 


Fabiola is still one of the 
most stirring stories ever 
told. I say this, not because 
I had a hand in the rewriting 
of it, but because I had to 
read it so many times before 
I began the job of rewriting. 

There was only one real 
reason why the book had to 
be done over. In the gener- 
ations that have gone by 
since it was first published, 
its English has grown stilted, 
and unnatural. It has be- 
come senile. Its style too has 
become quaint... too quaint 
for modern readers. And, 
there is a tendency in the 
author . .,. not resented in 
his day .. . to wander away 
from his story for many 
pages that he may indulge in 
a bit of history, or correct a 
false impression of this or 
that archeological fact. 

There was only one reason 
for rewriting the story. It 
had become dated. 

And Now Hollywood! 





I have been told that 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS— GOD IS 


Our strange and hapless world lives in the 
shadows of a thousand fears. Lent makes this agoniz- 
ingly clear. 









Yet there is one fear that is more menacing 
than all the rest — THE FEAR OF DEATH. This fear 
has its roots in the ignorance of Love. For if we knew 
how to love we would be fearless, and death would 
become: a beloved friend, one who has the power to 
open the door to Life. 









To know how to love, one must know the Source 
of Love — Who is God. That knowledge alone will set 
us free from all fears, and bring the great tranquility 
of God’s perfect order into our distracted souls. 







Love makes all things one. The quick and the 
dead are one before the Lord, and should be for us. 

Behold the joyous verity of the Church militant, 
the Church suffering, and the Church triumphant. 








The living, the dead, and the “living” again — 
one in the Lord. Each helping each other in the bounds 
of infinite charity. We of the earth- helped by the Holy 
Souls, and by the Saints. The Holy Souls helped by 
us. A circle of love, a circle of unity, a circle of joy. 








Why then are we afraid of death? Why then 
are we forgetful of those who sleep in the Lord? 







Perfect love casteth out all fears. What can 
anyone, anything, do to us who know, love, and adore 
God, and who live before His face? Sickness, poverty, 
sorrow and pain, loss and grief, life and death, are 
but stepping stones to everlasting joy. 


Each can be lifted up to Christ the Lord. Each 
can cut yet another bond that separates us from Him. 
In each there is the making of a song of love. None 
can hurt us beyond bearing. Why then are we ‘so 
fearful? 


Is it because we do not know how to love? Is 
it because we are blind to our one-ness in Christ? It 
must be. 


November is the month of the dead, and the 
month of all the saints. What a profound lesson the 
Church teaches us in placing their feasts close to- 
gether. How clearly She points out that unity. 























Behold the saints who have reached life ever- 
lasting ... behold the dead, whose souls in Purgatory 
hunger but for one thing,-to be where the saints are. 
And behold us, who have the power, through our 
prayers, to abate the hunger of the holy souls! 





Let us always remember our dead! For we are 
one with them in Christ ...in Charity ...in Love... 
which is God again. If we do, we shall grow in that 
charity, in that love, in that unity that casts out all 
fears. Then it will come to pass that when our bodies 
will be laid to rest, we shall enter into the Kingdom 
of love, without delay, without fear, without tears. 


Yes, let us remember our dead . . . if only that 
they may remember us before His Face... and set 
us free from our PURGATORIAL LENT—UNTO HIS 
RESURRECTION. 














by Hddie 





From two _ far-separated 
sources there have come to 
me, quite recently, pictures 
of “Our Lady of Confidence.” 
This is a painting’ of the 
Immaculate Queen of 
Heaven with the King of 
Heaven in her arms. Both 
are wearing crowns, and the 
Child looks directly at me. 
One of my sources tells me 
that a Dominican priest in 
Chicago has distributed more 
than 80,000 of these pictures, 
made into badges that can 
be fastened to. your scapu- 
lars, or to that chain around 
your neck on which the 
Miraculous Medal hangs. 

Volunteers At Work 
This priest has a number 
of Sisters, “putting the 
badges together.” That - is, 
they shape the picture to fit 
its cellophane cover. Then 
they braid the edges of the 
cellophane with leather 
strips or heavy cord. All that 
takes time — so a lot of vol- 
unteers, especially Catholic 
shut-ins, are doing this 
“assembly work” in their 
homes. They believe they are 
doing just as important tasks 
as any of the defense workers 
in assembly lines in muni- 
tions factories, since they 
have enlisted themselves in 
the army of Our Lady of Con- 
fidence. 
The picture I _ received 
from the second source 
came with a mimeographed 
booklet, part of which is 
given here: 
“This picture is highly 
venerated in the Major Sem- 
inary in the Lateran Palace 
in Rome. Becapse of this ven- 
eration, and through the in- 
vocation, ‘My Mother, my 
Confidence!’, Our Lady of 
Confidence has granted 
many remarkable favors to 
the seminarians. Through re- 
course to this picture Rome 
was twice delivered from the 
ravages of cholera, and in 
the first world war, Our 
Blessed Lady fully protected 
more than one hundred sem- 
inarians who were forced 
into the armed services of 
Italy. 

A Michigan Nun 
“The devotion is now 
spreading through our own 
country with similar results. 
In 1941 a Dominican nun in 
Michigan was dying of 
pneumonia. She was uncon- 
scious, and had a temper- 
ature of 107...” 

It seems to this humble 
reader that if that nun really 
had a temperature of 107 she 
would have died of it. Per- 
haps this is a typographical 
mistake. Maybe the writer 
meant to say 101 or 102. At 
any rate, after such a rude 
interruption, let us proceed 
to copy the mimeographed 
booklet further. 

“The doctors saw no pos- 
sibility of recovery, and gave 
her only a few hours to live. 
The Sisters at her bedside 
implored Our Lady of: Con- 
fidence to help her, and 
promised to spread the de- 
votion. No sooner was the 
promise made than _ the 
Sister opened her eyes and 
recognized those present. 
From then on her improve- 
ment was constant.” 

Let me say here, in an- 
other rude parenthesis, that, 
as in sO many other little 
pamphlets, the name of the 
nun is not given, nor -the 
name of the city in which 
this happened, nor the con- 
vent, nor the hospital, nor 
the names of any of the 
doctors or other witnesses 
who could attest to the truth 
of the miracle. 

This is why the average 











well-intentioned and _ very 
pious pamphlet fails to move 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





‘Doherty 





Temperature of 170 


I do not doubt that Our 
Lady could have cured that 
nun even though she lay 
dying with a temperature of 
170, let alone 107 — or even 
701, or 710, for that matter. 
I do not doubt that some- 
thing mysterious happened 
to the Michigan nun. I com- 
plain only that I know noth- 
ing of the details. The 
pamphlet continues: 





ST S Fr 
PATRICK 


““My Mother, my confi- 
dence’ — that is the only 
prayer the Sisters used in 
obtaining this cure. Similar 
cures have been granted in 


Chicago, Omaha, St. Lauyis, 
and elsewhere in the past 
year or so. Better still, 


through veneration of this 
picture, Our Lady of Con- 
fidence has brought about 
the conversion of several 
sinners. The persons in ques- 
tion were asked to carry a 
copy of the picture with 
them: They did so, and in 
a short time they received 
the grace of conversion.” 
Please do not miSunder- 
stand me. I am heartily in 
favor of spreading this de- 
votion. Otherwise I should 
not have written anything 
about it in this paper. But 
I do wish those concerned 
most in’ the movement to 
make it popular. would deal 
in cold hard facts, not in 
glowing generalities. 

Wait. Here’s a paragraph 
that is “down the right al- 
ley.” Listen to this. 

A Name at Last 


us of the promise Our Lady 
made to Sister Clare Isabella 
Fornari, a Poor Clare, of 
Tadi, Italy, more than two 
hundred years ago. Sister 
Clare Isabella (1697-1744), 
whose beatification process is 
under way, had always a 
tender devotion to this im- 
age. In her beatification pro- 
cess are found these words, 
which have been examined 
and approved by the Sacred 
Congregation of Rites: 

“*The Divine Lady has 
deigned to grant from her 
Divine Son a general par- 
don for his sins to every soul 
who shall present himself 
before this image with con- 
fidence, and express a true 
contrition for them. And 
even more .. . this Divine 
Lady, with the love of a true 
mother, has been pleased to 
assure me that to every soul 
who will look intently at this 
her image she will grant a 
particular tenderness and 
devotion to herself’.”’ 

Our Lady has always been 


“These conversions remind, 


The B’s Corner 


In another column I have 
tried to tell something about 
my nursing here in Comber- 
mere .. . but somehow, no 
matter what I write, I never 
seem able really to express 
the intense need for nursing 
services hereabouts. 

It is a strange thing, this 
inability of mine to put that 
need across. It is constant, 
and yet it goes like a fever 
chart. Some months are 
quiet ... others hectic. Some 
months bring much sick- 
ness; others many new lives. 
There is always that ebb and 
flow. 











Lack Education 
But constant is the need 
of health education. That is 
one thing our widely scat- 
tered settlements and vil- 
lages in the northern part of 
the Ottawa Valley lack... 
and I guess much of north- 
ern rural Canada does too. 
We have wonderful doctors 
... who unstintingly answer 
all calls... and bring to bear 
a knowledge and skill that 
often cannot be had in cities; 
for they have to deal with so 
much, under the hardest test 
conditions. They have to be 
their own druggists, and to 
carry their drug supplies 
with them. 
But it is what is not being 
done before the doctor comes 
... itis the lack of knowledge 
as to carrying out his orders 
when he has gone... it is 
the lack of knowing when to 
call him ., . that hurts so 
much and so many. 


Education is the answer. 
The Red Cross provides it 
through its Home Nursing 
Courses. They last twelve 
weeks, giving the “pupils,” 
any women who wish to at- 
tend, a complete primary 
knowledge that may... and 
does... save lives, and makes 
home-nursing easier and 
more efficient. 
BUT it takes a graduate 
nurse to give the course. If 
we of Madonna House had 
another one ... we could, 
right now, and _ steadily, 
every year, give those 
courses. We could blanket 
the countryside with that 
life-giving knowledge. Oh! I 
could name a litany of vil- 
lages that are ready to take 
the course. But . . . twelve 
weeks is a long time... and 
I can give one course at a 
time .. . considering the rest 
of the work to be done at 
Madonna House. 
God is the giver of voca- 
tions. And we need a nurse 
with a vocation. For sure! A 
vocation to the Lay Aposto- 
late, FH style ... to come to 
us and give her services, -her 
time... free. No pay...no 
security .. . just the love of 
God in the sick . . . just His 
pay... nothing else. 

So may I beg of you, 
friends and readers ... TO 


GHOST, GIVER OF VOCA- 
TIONS ... FOR A NURSE 
FOR US... WITH A VOCA- 
TION TO THIS TYPE OF 
LAY APOSTOLATE! It is 
the only way we will ever get 
one... Please. 
The Consecration 

On the feast of our Lady’s 
Purification, February 2nd, 
Eddie and I knelt at the altar 
of Our Lady, in the lovely 
French church of the Sacred 
Heart in Ottawa, and made 
the act of full consecration 
to Her, according to the 
“True Devotion to Our 
Lady,” of St. Grignion De 
Montfort, giving Her all of 
ourselves, our bodies, our 
earthly goods, our “spiritual 
merits and good works”... 
to have and to hold and to 
do with as She pleases... 
from now until our deaths. 








anybody. 


(Continued on Page Four) 


(Continued on Page Four) 


PRAY TO THE HOLY. 
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January is a_ beautiful 
month., But its beauty is 
often a deadly one. The same 
frost that paints such ex- 
quisite designs on window 
panes, and allows the sun to 
lay those strange dreamlike 
shadows of blue on the 
sparkling snows, also brings 
sickness and death. 

It is a month of hazards 
as well as beauty — and it 
is not innocent of howling 
winds and dancing snow 
storms. I know it well, for it 
calls me out into the midst 
of its antics more often than 
does any other month of the 
year. 

Something Drastic 

Again and again I thank 
God for my nurse’s training, 
which here in Combermere 
can do so much to help and 
alleviate sufferings. It seems 
to me, too, the most direct 
way of serving Christ in my 
fellow men... so I thank 
Him, for the opportunities 
of this service, in the past 
months. Yet there is also a 
strange poignancy, a feeling 
of helplessness, and a desire 
to do something drastic a- 
bout it all. 


Take the beginning of last 
January. The night was 
dark. No moon to drive away 
this oppressing palpable 
darkness. The stillness of the 
night could be heard. It was 
cold. Bitterly cold. Glad to 
be home in a warm house, I 
put another log or two in 


the furnace, and in the fire]. . 


place. I shoved a few sticks 
into the kitchen range, blew 
out all the kerosene lamps, 
and the vigil lights that 
make the house mellow with 
their old fashioned lights, 
and went upstairs. A few 
moments more and the bed’s 
cozy warmth would have em- 
braced me. A knock at the 
door brought me back down- 
stairs. 

The woman wept. Her old 
father was very sick. Would 
I come? Of course I would. 
A few moments and I was 
ready — nursing kit, warm 
clothing, and all. A_ short 
drive in a car piercing the 
darkness with its beams and 
I was there. The man was 
sick all right. As I looked at 
the drawn face, the huge 
frame, the strong hands, I 
read a lifetime of hard work 
and decent living. I saw, as 
in a movie, the man wrestl- 
ing with the bush ... the 
wild untamed bush .a 

ioneer who knew how to 
ake pain. 

Where’s The Doc? 


But what now? How to 
ease his pain? How to diag- 
nose? How to help? The 
doctor had been sent for. He 
might come, he might not. 
He had two deliveries to 
make — two new babies to 
bring into this world. And 
here was I, a nurse without 
proper tools, without her 
advisor and director. 

Make the patient comfort- 
able ... ease as best you can, 
the pain without any drugs. 
Sit, wait... pray... com- 
fort the family ... keep to 
yourself the erratic pulse- 
beat. The cold sweat now 
glistens on his high fore- 
head. 

Unclench the hands that 
clench so hard in pain. Pray, 
Nurse, pray... that the doc- 
tor may come .. . that med- 
icine may arrive. Pray, Nurse 
pray. The tiny room is filled 
with anxious relatives. Be 
steady, Nurse. Help them to 
bear their pain, their wor- 
ries. A cup of tea. Make it 
now. It will help them. Get 
busy with the fire. Trim the 
lamp. Talk, se gently. 
Keep on praying. 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Was that a car breaking the 
stillness of the night with its 
welcome purring noise? Oh 
thank you, Lord, thank you, 
Blessed Lady. Just in time 
too... for the bed-clothes 
are red with the life blood of 
the man... the walls of the 
narrow room are_ spotted 
with it... the floor is paint- 
ed with its crimson. You 
knew panic, Nurse, just for 
a moment. But God is good. 
The doctor is here. 

He came and gave the 
precious life-saving medi- 
cines...and went on to 
bring life into the world... 
leaving you alone again to 
shoulder the _ responsibility 
of approaching death. But 
you are alright now.., 
Nurse. You have proper tools, 
you have directions. Slowly 
the night fades into a wintry 
dawn. The patient is resting. 
All is done. It is a new day. 
Home now for a little rest. 


Another Patient Now 


But at home a man was 
waiting ... his face drawn 
by a sleepless night. His 
mother was in pain. She had 
fever. Would I come? 


And again the fight for 
life begins. Day after day it 
goes on. Now I am on the 
losing side .. . now on the 
winning one. There is joy in 
that fight .. . there is tense- 
ness too... and many, many 
prayers, to Christ the Physi- 
cian. 

Little sleep . . . little rest 
. there is another young 
mother. She developed an 
abcess in her breast after 
childbirth. That would have 
been fatal a few years .ago 
... but now...it only means 
battling the snow drifts. . 
the icy roads .. . to give her 
pencillin, the wonder drug. 


In between, I too am priv- 
ileged to help new life to 
come unto this earth to learn 
to glorify the Lord. Twins in- 
cluded. These were unexpect- 
ed, by mother, doctor and 
nurse. A hard delivery. But 
the doctor is “tops” at that. 
It seems that “outpost doc- 
toring” makes our praction- 
ers supermen. It does in my 
eyes, anyhow. I work with 
them. I ought to know. 
Mother and twins all OK. 
Alleluia. 

Needs Are Many 

But... all along the trail 
of sickness, nursing, praying 
. . . my helplessness over- 
whelms me. I need so many 
things ... to help those who 
need the help I can give.. 
Layettes ... nice clean rags 
for a thousand needs (old 
sugar bags, bleached, would 
do) ... antiseptics... of all 
kinds . . . would come in so 
handy . . . Domboro tablets 
...lysol... the like... band- 
ages ... gauze squares, so 
easy to make... . so hard to 
get... for it costs money 
and takes time of which we 
have so little . . . adhesive 
tape, all widths ...sheets... 
night gowns, especially for 
women .. . rubber sheeting 
... hot water bottles .. . ice 
packs . . . simple medicines 
like aspirins, vaseline, bor- 
acic acid, and more compli- 
cated things like hypo need- 
les. 


These are helps to. the 
nurse o.i call in the bush. 
Helps that mean a modicum 
of comforts for the patients 
in the little houses almost 
buried in the snow. 


Yes, January is a beautiful 
month. So is February, for 
that matter, and cold white 
March. But winter’s beauty 
is cold, frozen, heartless, at 
time. I know it well... for 


it calls me to behold it any' 


hour of the night or day. 








The Red Cross 
and 


Madonna House 


By 
Catherine Doherty 











Often I have written about 
the many works of Madonna 
House, but somehow I have 
always laid aside the share 
we take in the all-important 
work of the Red Cross, which 
is so vital an organization in 
our days, and that has such 
a tremendous potential es- 
pecially in “outpost” districts 
like ours. 

This March issue, it seems 
has almost dedicated itself to 
health and medicine. It is 
therefore, perhaps, a good 
issue in which to write about 
the Red Cross. 

A Gallant Unit 

The history of the Comber- 
mere Branch is awaiting its 
historian, for it is a colorful, 
interesting, and a gallant 
unit, having functioned 
through two world wars and 
the peace time in between. 
It deserves being “written 
up” some day. For it is from 
such a little settlement as 
ours, that the history of a 
great organization is really 
made. 

It is there that is found 
a perseverence, a love of 
neighbor, a charity, and a 
self-forgetfulness that 
should be known but seldom 
is. 

People who do not make 
headlines, except those of the 
Golden Book of God, people 
like Mr. W. L. Waddington 
and his wife, Irene, Mrs. 
Margaret Hudson, Mrs. A- 
drain sr., Mrs. Stubs, Mrs. Mc- 
Farlane and, the Marquardts 


‘and many, many others — 


without them our _ soldiers 
would not have had those 
extras and those helps, that 
soften the hardships of war; 
and the many needs of the 
peace time program of the 
Red Cross could not have 
been filled. 

From the very first day of 
its foundation, Madonna 
House took a deep interest 
in the works of. the Red 
Cross. In 1948 I was elected 
its president, and with the 
help of Mrs. Waddington, its 
pioneer head, the executves, 
and the community at large, 
was able to implement many 
of the services we had dream- 
ed about. 

Simple? Yes, But— 

Take our Emergency Cup- 

board. It was such a simple 


.jlittle thing to organize! But 


what it means in times of 
disaster only the victims 
know. In our Red Cross 
Room at St. Joseph’s House 
we have neatly arranged ex- 
tra clothing, bedding, and 
the like. In 1949 we had four 
burned-out families . . . who 
stood: and watched their 
houses go up in flames with 
all their earthly possessions 
therein. Had it not been for 
our Emergency Cupboard, 
their plight would have been 
even more tragic than it was. 

In the same room we also 
have our “SICK ROOM 
SUPPLIES” . 
more shelving space. 

Do you know what an out- 
post is? We are not quite a 
genuine one, for we are not 
far from the main highway, 
and are only twelve miles 
from the R.R. Station. The 
nearest drug store is about 
thirty miles away. We are 
not really isolated. We are 
not really an outpost, though 
we are sometimes classed as 
Ss 


uch. 
| Even at that, few houses, 
have everything at hand for 


unexpected or prolonged 
sicknesses. Take such needed 
things as hot water bottles, 


. occupying}. 





ice packs, rubber sheets, 


basins of all kinds, bed pans,]. . . 


enemas, bed trays, back 
rests, crutches, and wheel 
chairs — things needed at 
one time or another in any 
settlement, but so hard to 
get in a little forlorn village 
like ours. We have them! But 
not enough of them! 


What a relief for the anx- 
ious mother, or the worried 
wife or daughter, to know 
that all she has to do, is walk 
a little distance, and ask for 
what she needs. We are glad 
we have both of those ser- 
vices organized now in Com- 
bermere. 

Somebody Hurt? 

As I am a nurse it was 
reasonable to expect that 
folks would come-and ask 
for my services, and that 
doctors would make use of 
them. Distances are great 
between doctor and patient 
here, the roads are not al- 
ways easy, and minor in- 
juries and sicknesses always 
present. So the need of a 
small dispensary became 
soon evident. It is not too 
hard to organize a dance and 
thus raise enough money to 
buy necessities both for the 
Sick Room supplies, and the 
Emergency Cupboard from 
Red Cross H.Q., at cost. 

But it is quite another 


story to raise money even for 
the-smallest dispensary; for 
medicines are expensive. So 
are bandages, gauze, etc. 


Also I wanted Madonna 
House to have a larger share 
in helping its spiritual rela- 
tive, the Red Cross. So we 
set out a-begging for the 
needs of the dispensary into 
wider fields than our small 
gallant community. 

Our first benefactor was 
Father Gareshe, S.J., of the 
Medical Mission Supply. He 
furnished our dispensary, 
and is keeping it furnished, 
God bless him. Another 
priest, Father Faust of St. 
Louis, sent us a nurses’ kit 
all equipped. These together, 
the dispensary and the kit, 
enable me to answer the 
many calls I get. - 

Accident Prevention 

But the Red Cross pro- 
gram is vast. It deals not 
only with helping the sick 
and assuaging the results of 
disasters. It also aims at 
helping to prevent accidents, 
and at giving the needed 
know-how to do so. Its edu- 
cational program bids fair 
to outdo its program of help.. 

In this aspect of the Red 
Cross the whole community 
is interested. Take the Home 
Nursing Course of the Red 
Cross for instance. What a 
God-send for places like ours, 
where doctors cannot always 
come at once, or where they 
often cannot be reached for 
hours. 

To know what to do before 
the doctor comes... to know, 
first of all, when to call the 
doctor... to be able to carry 
out his instruction right in 
your own home, and to help 
some loved one in a time of 
sickness . . . to feel compet- 
ent, not afraid ... WHAT 





WILL YOU PAY FOR THIS 
IF YOU LIVE FAR A- 
WAY FROM ‘THE MAIN 
CENTERS OF OUR CIVILI- 
ZATION? 

One Dollar Per 

For a dollar, per person, 
per twelve week course, you 
can “buy” this knowledge 
that may mean the differ- 
ence between life and death 
for someone you love. 

Already two such courses 
have been completed and 
twenty-four HOME NURSES 
graduated from them. A 
third is nearing completion, 
while the list of villages de- 
siring them turns to us for 
help. 

Slowly the great work of 
the Red Cross is penetrating 
far and wide, into the very 
backbone of the nation, its 
little villages and hamlets. 

Swimming safety... swim- 
ming instructions for young- 
sters is a service we tried to 
inaugurate last year, since 
among our Summer School 
of Catholic Action pupils was 
a certified Red Cross swim- 
ming instructor, Mr. Ranald 
Hay. We did not do so badly, 
but next year we hope to 
better our record ... and 
thus help to save many a 
youngster. 

Nutrition courses... the 
organizing of a small lying- 
in hospita] of four beds... 
so needed in our fruitful 

arts ... The dreams of the 
little Red Cross Branch of 
Combermere are BIG . . 
AND ENDLESS. 

But ... they need cash to 
finance them. This year for 
instance we bought all of 
fifty dollars worth of cod 
liver oil to be given to our 
school children, thus reduc- 
ing illness and absenteeism. 
But fifty dollars is a lot of 
money for a little place like 
ours where no one can boast 
of being rich. 

Via Pot-Holders 

So it occurred to me to 
raise some money for our 
hard-working Red Cross via 

POT-HOLDERS. Have 
you ever tried doing it that 
way? This is how it goes. 

Our school children, of 
both Catholic and Public 
School, are making these 
pot-holders. We are offering 
them to you for sale. From 
twenty-five cents up. They 
are ordinary pot - holders. 
They will give you the ordin- 
ary value for money received, 
that any other pot holder 
will give.: And yet they will 
give SO MUCH MORE. 

They will thank you, for 
having helped a community 
that is trying so hard to help 
itself, but truly can’t. They 
will speak to you of health 
restored . . . knowledge ac- 
quired ... death escaped. All 
because you understood that, 
though physically we may 
be far apart, spiritually we 
are close, since we are all 
brothers of one another, as 
God is our common Father. 

And whatsoever we do for 
one another we do—TO AND 
FOR HIM. 

Yes, from the very day of 
its foundation, Madonna 
House has taken a deep and 
lasting interest in the work 
of the Red Cross. 





\ 














Page Four 





RESTORATION 











A Lenten. Essay 


By | 
Dorothy Phillips 4 


“COME TO ME ALL YOU 
THAT LABOR, AND ARE 
BURDENED AND I WILL 
REFRESH YOU.” 


Listen, and hear these 
words, for they are spoken 
by the Lord God, the Lover 
of truth. How slow and in- 
credulous we are! What total 
lack of faith and belief we 
have in the words of Jesus! 
Would this man, God Him- 
self, lie to us? Would He leave 
us in misery, after uttering 
such words as these? 

What fools we are to carry 
on, needlessly suffering, wor- 
rying, and weeping saltine 
tears at our lot. Rushing 
from this occupation to that 
one, never content, always 
left with a sense of fruitless- 
ness for which we cannot 
account, but which is there 
nevertheless and consuming 
us. 

What misery and woes 
beset us, what a horrible feel- 
ing of restlessness and empti- 
ness fills our hearts and 
souls! We know that it is not 
that we are shiftless and do 
not work, for we labor indeed 
— but to what end?, we ask 
ourselves. Even our nights 
are wakeful with the plan- 
ning of our next day’s labor. 
“Come to me all you that 
labor.” 

Troubles Many 

Our troubles, our respon- 
sibilites are many -and it 
would seem that no amount 
of struggling, working, and 
straining will release us from 
the yoke and load we are 
carrying. “Come to me all 
you that are burdened.” 

My God! You said, “Come 
to me.” That in itself should 
have been sufficient, but You 
knew that we in our human 
weakness needed more. In 
Your wisdom You added, “all 
you that labor, and are 
burdened” and in Your gen- 
erosity You promised, “T will 
refresh you.’ 

What more do we need, 
poor puzzled people that we 
are? You made no distinction 
between the type of sorrow 
that afflicts us, sickness, 
poverty, or sin. All will be 
refreshed, but one thing is 
required, that we, of our own 
free will, go to You. 

But we are timid, for we 
have gone far astray and are 





actually embarrassed that], . 


we have been unable to 
straighten out our problems 
for ourselves. Are we not 
adult and intellectual peo- 
ple? But Christ said, ‘Unless 
you become as little children, 
you shall not enter the king- 
dom of heaven.” Again, do 
we not believe Him? 
First Confession 
Let us go to Him simply. 
Let us go first of all to Con- 
fession, and follow it up by 
Mass and Communion. Let 
us continue doing so, leaving 
all to Christ and calmly do- 
ing the best we can to show 
our good will. What release 
will be ours — even if our 
problems are not immediate- 
ly solved! He will be ours and 





we will be His. No longer will 
we be groping alone. Love 
will come into our lives, a 
love which will fill us with 
truths we have long since 
forgotten. Life, although it 
may remain apparently the 
same outwardly, will inward- 
ly begin anew and God’s 
promise will be fulfilled. We 
will be refreshed. 

Let us go and see and 
know our God, for it is the 
loss of Him we feel. Our lack 
of faith is the cause of our 
restlessness, our lack of love 
the reason for our starved 
empty hearts. Yet, He loved 
us sO much He allowed His 
last Drop of blood to be 
wrung from His Sacred Body 
for us. 


For our own sakes, let us 
believe in the words of 
Christ; for He is truth. 

“COME TO ME ALL YOU 
THAT LABOR, AND ARE 
BURDENED AND I WILL 
REFRESH YOU.” 


vU 





THE B’S CORNER 





(Continued from Page Two) 


We became... slaves... of 
our Lady on that lovely day. 
What a strange thing to 
do... many will say! One 
can love the Blessed Virgin 
without all that consecration 
stuff. And why that out- 
moded and unpleasant word 
“slave”? The whole thing 
savors of some unhealthy 
religious emotionalism! 

Maybe it does .. . super- 
ficially. Sure, one can save 
one’s soul without dedicating 
it to her ... and the word 
slave does have a sort of un- 
pleasant sound to our 1951 
ears ... unless one believes 
and fears Satan, the prince 
of darkness. 

Put it this way... we say 
easily enough and without 
a shudder, “He is a slave to 
drugs ... she is a slave to 
drink.” We know well enough 
what we mean by that. The 
word “enslaved” carries its 
own connotation ... mean- 
ing—utterly, completely giv- 
en over to... in the full power 
of ... etc. But we moderns 
have wandered so far away 
from “real catholic langu- 
age” that we seldom see 
things in their true meaning. 

Slave to drink .. . slave to 
drugs ... to money... to 
lust ... that means. SLAVE 
TO SIN SLAVE OF 
SATAN. 

King Satan Laughs 
Behold our modern world 

. where sin reigns so 
supreme that it is often con- 
fused by some little ones of 
Christ. Satan laughs and 
hopes to confuse even thase 
over whose childish head a 
man and a woman, chosen 
as God-parents, not so long 
ago promused, in his stead, 
to renounce the works and 
pomps of Satan. 

What is this darkness that 
surrounds us... this fear of 
atomic war ... this “un- 
peace” in which we have our 
daily existence? What is.this 
desperate search for a hap- 
piness that eludes us, as a 
will-of-the wisp? What is it 
but SIN? We have forgotten 
the horror of sin. We do not 
remember that it is better 





to lose a life... a thousand 
worlds .. . than to commit 
ONE mortal sin. 

We take our sins lightly 
these days. We ARE often 
slaves of the Devil. But his 
chains, as yet, haven’t made 
themselves felt. For, while we 
live, the mercy of God is 
ever present to loosen their 
hold. 

Yes ..:. the world is en- 
slaved to Satan... and seems 
to like it. But mention slav- 
ery, voluntary slavery, to the 
Mother of God . . . whose fiat 
brought the Incarnation and 
the Redemption, and opened 
the doors of Paradise to us 
children of men! Then every- 
one squirms, looks the other 
way, shakes his head, and 
speaks of emotionalism and 
religious mania! Isn’t it pass- 
ably strange? 

Why Not With Her? 

One can save one’s soul 
without de Montfort’s con- 
secration to our _ blessed 
Mother. Sure. It has been 
done. But why not with 
HER? The road to Christ is 
narrow and steep. And who 
knows all its twists and turns 
better than Her who walked 
every inch of it. She also 
knows all its short cuts, that 
Woman who kept every word 
of His enshrined in her heart. 

Why do we go our way 
without her? 

She was His first temple 
on earth. 

She guided the steps of 
Him who is The Way. 

God loves her above all 
creatures. 

Her breast gave Him life. 
Her bosom held His dead 
face! 

He called her MOTHER. 
And she called Him, the in- 
effable—God—‘“‘my Son”! 

Why then, do without her? 

De Montfort knew . .. so 
much about her. He knew 
that the simplest ‘and 
straightest way to Jesus was 
through Mary. He tells us 
about it. 

Forget the old-fashioned 
language of his book, True 
Devotion to Mary. Forget the 
word, “slave.” Pray for light 
by which to see Mary in all 
her splendor. And may the 
grace of being her slave come 
to you, as it came tous! | 

You will become poor in 
the full sense of the word... 
for all you are and all you 
have will be hers. But then 
you will also be rich beyond 
the dreams of men .. . for 
you will be her child, her 
Slave, her very own... and 
she is the mother of God... 
so you will be His, and the 
heir to this whole earth and 
its beauties ... as well as the 
heir to heaven’s wealth and 
beauty — which is God Him- 
self. 

‘It is all yours for the tak- 
ing... You can buy the book 
for 35c or so. , 

I give you the freedom of 
the slaves of Mary. . . Allel- 
uia. 


PAX I XTI 
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FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





(Continued from Page Two) 
solicitous for her children, 
has always, looked after 
them, has always helped 
them.:There are hundreds of 
other pictures of her that 
make one feel tender toward 
her. There are hundreds of 
medals, scapulars, statues, 
prayers, by which we can 
honor her. 

Lady of Confidence 

But there is no reason 
under the sun, or the moon, 
why we shouldn’t also honor 
her by carrying this picture 
of Our Lady of Confidence 
with us wherever we go. And 
there is no reascn whatso- 
ever -— never mind the moon 
or the sun now — why we 
shouldn’t always have com- 
plete confidence in her. 

I am heartily in. agree- 
ment with’ the good people 
in back of this new ‘devotion. 
I shall do my best to spread 
the devotion to others; but 





Our Lady: 
Refuge: .” 
of Sinners 





then I shall also do my best 
to spread devotion to Mary 
under all her titles. 

Under whatever guise she 
may appear to me, she is still 
my Queen-Empress; and I 
am yet her lowly slave. I love 
her as Our Lady of Confi- 
dence. But I also love her as 
Our Lady of Perpetual Help, 
Our Lady of Prompt Succor, 
Our! Lady of Victories, Our 
Lady Help of Christians, Our 
Lady of Fatima, Our Lady of 
Lourdes. | 

If you ask me which title 
I like best, I would tell-you 
it is Our Lady of Sorrows. 
Wish I had a small statue 
of her with her seven swords! 

But what I meant to tell 
you all along was that, in 
1917, Pope: Benedict XV 
granted the faithful 300 days 
indulgence every time they 
say “My Mother, my Confi- 
dence!”’. 

A beautiful devotion. I 
wish I could tell you more 
about it. But I don’t even 
know who started it in this 





March—1951 
FABIOLA IN PAGAN FILM 





(Continued from Page One) 
Hollywood has also consider- 
ed putting Fabiola into cellu- 
loid.. (God help us!) 

If the report is true, mil- 
lions of people, including 
young boys and girls, will sit 
in a darkened movie and 
watch some other handsome 
half-witted, half - dressed, 
half-civilized gladiator mak- 
ing love to some imitation 
Fabiola. 

Why should we permit Ca- 
tholic books to be twisted 
into pornographic or aphro- 
disiac moving pictures? Isn’t 
there some way we can pre- 
vent it? 

Of course if some Catholic 
gentlemen, with money 
enough and skill enough and 
devotion enough, would film 
Fabiola as it should be film- 
ed, then no moronic and in- 
decent picture made from 
the story would have a box- 
office chance of survival. 

The book, the new version 
of the book, will be out in 
May or June, I understand. 
It is thus republished at a 
time when there are more 
martyrs going to heaven 
than ever before in the 
history of the church. It is 
coming out in the day of a 
greater persecution of the 
Church than the devil ever 
caused before. 

I hope every Catholic in 
the United States and Can- 
ada reads it, not only for the 
royalty I shall get from the 
purchase of the book, but for 
the tremendous _ spiritual 
good they will get from the 
reading of it. 
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WANTED 
Catholics who have been con- 
firmed, to act as co-mission- 
aries for Canadian priests, 
in our home and foreign mis- 
sion fields. 

NO FEES — NO DUES 
Just the offering of the joys, 
trials and crosses of one day 
each week for a missionary 
whom we will assign to you. 

PLY 

Canadian Co-Missionary 

Crusade 
St. Augustine’s Seminary 

Kingston, Rd., Toronto 
Please state the day of the 
week you wish to offer. A 
4c stamp is appreciated for 
each name submitted. 
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country, who makes the 
badges, or who can send you 
one. Still, if you have con- 
fidence in Our Lady, you'll 
get the picture of her under 
this new title — at least it 
is new to me — of Our Lady 
of Confidence. 
She never fails. 
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